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STUDY OF CHARACTER AS PORTRAYED Wherein the Work of Nature
' BY THE FEET ON F STREET PROMENADE And" That of Art Differ

Pedal-Extremiti- es Indicate Much to One
Who Learns Human Nature by Ob-

servation Types as Seen Daily.
By JAMES FBANK LYMAN.

Ever study shoes? Not from the
;how window of "Washington's

Foremost Footwear Emporium,"
where shoes are characterless, but
on the street Ever try it? Well,
don't know how much there is in
it until a managing edi-

tor tells you to go and get psycho
logy out of psjchoes. Manz, who
draws pictures, balked like an army

'mule when he heard about it.
"It isn't art, old fellow," he com-

plained with sorrow to the manag-
ing editor, "I cawn't do it, old fel-

low, you see."
EDITOR 0T AIITISTIC.

The managing editor' views on art and
artists are rough.

"Either you and Lyman go out and get
a story on siloes." he announced, "or you
both set fired."

Therefore
A certain eminent pugilist of bygone

days "Elbows" McFadden, I think at-

tributed his great success In mutilating
the countenances of various gentlem'en to
the fact that he continually watched their
knees and feet.

VDon't look 'em in the eyes," he is
quoted as having said. "look at their
feet. Long before they get set to hit
their feet show it. When they're g

ready to crouch for a rush, their
feet tell all about It. Watch them feet
and you kin knock their blocks off."

Without wishing to pun any such rough
stuff. It may be observed at the begin-
ning of this that no man Is better or
worse than his shoe. Nor woman either.

The dear little girl may fake from ankles
to topknot but the cloven hoof will show

alas, too often In the shoe that is be
neath the ankle.

Why F Street I. Selected.
Mans and I hiked for F street after

the managing editor had chased us into
the cold world. We picked F street,

because there are lots of types on
F street human Interest studies, ma
terial In the rough and all that sort of
thing Also wc chose F street because
Manz hates to get too far away from a
certain popuktrfbar.

With eyes studiously fixed upon the
ground, we fell In with the moving throng
ana began to seek types. First we be-
held, tocoming slowly, heavily, solidly to-
ward u a pair of square,

d shoes, sort of a
cross between an overshoe and a canal
beat.

If ever a determined, d busi-
ness man waa given away by anything,
if was that pair of shoes. Neither of us so

had looked at him. yet we had him pho-
tographed lc our minds eyes long be-
fore we raised our physical visual or-
gans. Those thick, elephantine ankles
tould belong only to S0 solid pounds of
v eight, with a girth and
shoulders to match They were well-- it

cm shoes, indicating long walks and
consequent good health. They were the
shoes of a man who habitually had copi-
ous Itham and eggs for breakfast, and
whose loudest complaint waa made when
the soup was cold You could almost
hear him yelling over the stairway:

Jennie, Its 10 o'clock' For heaven's
sake, send that young man home1" I

3ians Fears Tkoie Shoes.
The shoes approached

we watched them, and heard the heavy a
rqueak of punished leather, which seemed
to say

"Make way. give me room. I've got my
rights here, and I'm going to see that
they are not curtailed Remember "

Just then Manz smashed plump into the
owner of the shoes, and I hurried on
Manz passed me at forty-nv- e miles an to
hour, nnd following his, anxious back-
ward

yet
glance I saw the

owner of the shoes, scowling fero-
ciously after us and smoothing his vest
with both pudgy hands

'Til never forget those shoes," sighed the
Aianx. --une nearly got me.

Pattering behind those heavy shoes
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were a pair of nimble, patent leathers.
They were light, flimsy shoes, built for
dancing. They were Intended for the
dry, clean asphalt that runs along the
edge of the path of life: never for the
muddy middle path, wherein men fight
for success and the privilege of walking
cm asphalt. In the mincing step of those
shoes you could hear the plaint:

"Ah, me! Many common persons bid
trod this same street. Why cawn t I
have the velvet carpet? A lounging room,
in the club. even. Anything but these
horrid, plebeian streets."

Education and Follsb..
Then there arose the vision of cerfect

gentility that these shoes undoubtedly
possessed. Rich, undoubtedly.

unquestionably; most probably In
Bonn and Heidelberg, after a careful
course at Harvard. Possibly, above those
shoes was a brain capable of great, at-
tainment with the advantages at its dis-
posal. Unlike the square, solid shoes,
these had not been, forced to kick their
way to success. The path had been
cleaned and dried before a step was
taken. Useful

Ah. well: we must have male butter
flies, as well as female butterflies, or
the crop would disappear entirely from
the earth and women would never have
an opportunity to become envious and
ambitious.

Manz, still savage after his first en
counter, ran Into the patent leather shoes
and all that went with them. He was
preparing to get rough when the hat was
lifted and a soft voice drawled:

So sorry, old fellow. My fault en
tirely"

And the shoes carried their owner Into
the maze of the passing crowd.

"My luck." said Manx. "I know I
could have whipped that man."

But what ahead! A pair of suede shoes.
Jammed to capacity until they resembled
nothing so muchas a burlesque house
ona holiday night Excessively high
heels Cuban, I think they tall 'cm-w- ere

run over. In evidence of the fact
that too much weight was being put In
too small a shoe.

One We Often See.
Around the heels and the leathern rim

where suede met sole, there was a
markedly noticeable lack of that liquid
tonic or polish or whatever It is they
call It The whole effect was of a girl,
vain In a pitiful nay. A careless, care-
free, healthy girfwho wanted to be a
crlna doll and didn't know how. At
every tep they took those shoes seemed

apologize. You a could hear them
moan:

"Oh, we're so dreadfully large. But
there weren't any small twos In stock.
you know. The poor girl has such
dreadful time to keep us on that she all
but limps. Our fault, you know. We're

big we chafe at the heel."
The "poor girl" weighed 1(5 pounds.

Think of It! One hundred and sixty-fiv- e

pounds of girl crowded Into narrow
And some benighted

persons still talk about the Spanish in
quisition.

As these shoes limped into the dis-
tance, there came to our ears the rap,
rap, rap of crutch on pavement and
looking down we beheld a single shoe.

was a right shoe, half soled,
from abnormal use, yet a de-

termined kind of a shoe that seemed to
bay defiantly:

"I know there s only one of me, but
don't care. I'm an right"

ot Asking; Sympathy.
You wouldn't think of giving charity to
shoe like that It wasn't the slipshod

shoe of the beggar. It was the shoe of
misfortune and pride en unfortunate
combination yet one that seems to weld
character and create a spirit of bravery
that laughs at pity He was old, the
owner of this shoe Probably a eteran,
though he wore no badge nor emblem

carry out this Illusion.
dauntless, he pounded along on

crutches aided by" the single sturdy shoe
that neither asked nor desired assistance.

Involuntarily we lifted our hats as we
passed, and felt better for doing so when

veteran owner of the single shoe
Smiled Tileaaantlv.

And then Manx nearly fell over.

Txxsss&x (Hew Tork Herald

X

Twinkling past us came a pair of snowy
white shoes January, mind you, and
white shoes and between them and the
short whiter skirt was an men of delicat
silk hosiery that looked as If It might
have, been woven from cobwebs.

UTot for Mundane Affairs,
Those shoes were "never meant to tread

on plain earth. They might trample
hearts, or even souls. The street how-

ever, was too prosaic They were the
light, gossamer "shoes that fairies must
wear in slightly reduced sixes. Had that
pair of shoes started across a muddy
street as Pennsylvania avenue
In Sir Walter Raleigh's time. Btr "Wa-
lter would not only hate taken oft his
cape but. weU, Sir Walter would hae
gone home clad In an ash barrel before
he let those pure white ornaments touch
mud. And It's a safe, bet that In these
more prosy" tlmestwhen money supplants
capes, those shoes will be as safe as they
would have been three hundred or so
years ago.

I woke Manz up as he stood There
opening and abutting his mouth and gib
bering something about the "ideal of his
awt"

And there came before us a vision of
home, quiet fireside with a cat sprawl'
lng contentedly on the floor while the
patent alcohol burner heated the water
for the evening's tea. No
brutal man disturbed .the harmony. Be
side the gas log sat

3o Longer a Bachelor Girl.
WeU, you see these shoes were high.

slim and trim and prim.
They were carefully blacked out of re
card for neatness and not for personal
adornment They were devoid of any
ornament Ko extravagant Up or bright
colored leather, nor buckle nor clasp de-
stroyed their set ere simplicity. Every
night when those shoes are taken off
the owner looks under the bed search
ing um. er looking oh, hang It fearing
possible male burglars.

In other words the owner of those
shoes was past forty and unmarried.

Go ud to the owner of those shoes in
aperfectly friendly way and ask what
time it Is or where to find Umpsteenth
street and you'd get a look, doubly'

by a pair of that
would take the heart out of an Egyptian
sphynx. The cold shivers would begin to
wrcofcue un and don your backr and
each separate vertebra banged against Its
brother like a string of castanets.

Then she would snin. consiaerea as
a sound that sniff would not amount to
much. About as loud as a d

wheeze. But as medium of soul-d- e

vouring. d

contempt It couldn't be beaten outside
of the charge of an angry rhinoceros

la Easily Insulted.
Bhe would sniff twice while you waited

for her to call for the police. Then,
when Tour general expression would
have convicted you of first degree mur
der before any Jury In the country she
would appeal to some "protector" to sav
her from this "person" who Bad "In-

sulted" her
And about that time you would leave

Washington a la Dorsey Foultx and
probably be a confirmed pirate the rest
of your life.

SUU no one can say she was not peace-
ful when nobody was around. And she
contributes to the maintenance of trouser-le-

Iggrinotes with magnanimity and
weeps when a visiting missionary tells
the folk of her church how four black
brothers sacrificed the principles of their
faith and became Christians, for three
square meals a day and no harder work
than singing hymns on Sunday

Those shoe will never lose their rigid
sllmness., They will remain In their set
path, averse to vice. In favor of good,
and merciless concerning the countless
grays that go between the border, of
black, and white. Life for those shoes
has no shadows.

It was getting late when Manx and I
reached Fourteenth street on our return
home

One of Life's Unfortunates.
From soma corner a pair of shoes came

forth, walking slowly and hesitatingly.
apparently without purpose, yet having
purpose that has long been fought from
pulpit and rostrum. They were dowdy
No other words, oi dictionary can de-
scribe them as tiat single combination
of five letters Expensive eyes. Bespan
gled and cut low. with pointed tips and
unspeakable heels all of their glitter and
gild added to their pathos, even as the
rouge and powder brought out every line
of sorrow in the pttty, faded face.

You could hear their cry amid the
haughty laughter of the theater crowd.
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It was not an appeal, nor yet a defi-
ance.

"Mai be we're false,' said the shoes,
"but It we are. why cot pity us I Ma) be
we're wicked; but after all there comes
the Great Sleep, and wa win trouble you
not more We ply a trade that ye hate
Then hate the trade and not those who
have been drawn Into It"

A young ruffian pushed the girl as hp
crowded past and with a low cry she
stumbled, almost felt Into the street
Mans so far forgot his arUstlc tempera-
ment as to make a break, for the young
man. who hastily lost himself In 'he
throng and was gone, ere we had more
than seen him.

tnoe Trplfy Walks of Xlfe.
Comedy, tragedy, and all the odds and

ends of emotion that go to make up a
bulky and unwitldy world-- all In shoes.
Sorrow and laughter not extending
higher than the ankles. A strange story
a humdrum tale without beginning and
without end

Then Manz and I Jumped. Behind us

WASHINGTON GIRL WITH "GREEN 'STOCKINGS.'
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MISS JULIET

A young actress occupying a prominent
position in the support of Margaret Ang--
Iln and appearing In the new comedy,
"Green Stockings." Is Juliet Fremont
whom Miss Anglln. an excellent Judge
of acting, has recently "discovered."

Wss since she was a debu-
tante a few .years ago occupied
recently a prominent posIUon In Wash-
ington society belongs to a distin-
guished American family, being the
granddaughter of John C Fremont the
"Pathfinder" of Fenlmore. Coopers
tales, and she Is the youngest daughter
of the late Rear Admiral John C Fre-
mont, who died somewhat unexpectedly
last summer.

Before adopung the stage for a profes
sional career. Miss Fremont was very
acUve in local amateur theatricals In
Washlnc-ton- . where her parents made
their home. With Nicholas Long--

came the sounds of two bubbling, girlish

castas

until

'She

Mrs.

voices.
"Look, at those two funny men In front

of us. I'll bet they're Bohemians or
something. Their shoes haven't been
polished In months and MONTHS,",

This sweet doxology was still ringing
In our burning ears as w ' wandered
home.

Kitty Watson I am the best- dancer
in the country.. t

Fanny Watson Yes; in the country,
From the Bchman show at the

Gayety.

Kitty Watson I would rather dance
than eat. '

Fanny Watson You had better dance
or you won't eat From the Behman
show at the Gayety. .

FREMONT.

worth and a few other young women she
formed a class for the study of classical
dancing two years ago In Washington.

Miss Anglln has expressed the opinion
that the new recruit to the American
stage has every qualification for the vo-

cation she has chosen. The opportunities
she enjoyed while In Paris and St Peters,
burg, where she resided when her father
was naval attache of American embas-
sies, of studying the drama of Russia.
France, and Germany, have fitted her
with a training which Is not usually
the good fortune of stage aspirants

These advantages would, of course, be
of little value If the young lady had no
natural histrionic talent, which, hqwever.
In Miss Fremont's case exists abundantly.
Uelng Intelligent and observant it may
be assumed that Miss Fremont has
profited materially by the preliminary
help that chance threw In her way.

When We See Real Actors in Everyday Life We

Realize What Make-u-p Means.
It was Friday night shortly before the

hour of li An innocent bystander
drifted, into an almost deserted lunch-
room. It was a quiet soothing place, and
the bystander, who had visited two thea-
ters In the week, sought relief from
trouble Is a glass, of milk and a sand-
wich. The minute hands continued slow-
ly on their way and the steady tick,
tick, of the clock played a soft' obligato
to the rhythmic sound of frying ham.

Suddenly the door opened and a moun
tainous bulk of A man walked in. Wide
of shoulder, thick of chest and amplifous
of girth, he filled one and half of those
wicker chairs. And he wss sober pain
fully, accurately, solemnly sober. He
asked for his sandwiches and coffee In
the voice of a, head undertaker. And
when they came, he munched them
thoughtfully, almost sorrowfully, and
seemed to meditate.

He had half finished his late luncheon
when the' door opened again and In
breezed a husky young brute of a man.
He was only of medium height but his
Jaw and shoulders suggested continuous
athletics. He swung the latter aggres-
sively as he walked over to the lunch
counter, and ordered chicken pie. eggs.
coffee, and cake. The solemn man, paus
ing a moment la his feast razed pen
sively at the back of the newcomer and
continued eating.

A man sitting near the bystander
turned around and wisely exolalned who
they were.

'! know all them folks." said mv new.
found friend, confidentially. "I met 'em
when I was stage carpenter. That young-
est one Is one of them strong-ar- boys
wor does a act In burlesque. And, say.
you oughter- - see him. He a playing at
the .Levity this week, and he's a won-
der. Tosses his partner around like be
was nothing. They say he's rough, too.
Onct he smashed an orchestra leader and
laid him up for three months because the

"ANDY" C0MST0CK MUST

BE A FUSSY PEESON
TO PULL THIS THING

When does virtue look most virtuous?
Since the New York officials are haul

ing a model of the statue of "civic vir-
tue" up and down the Municipal Build-
ing to learn how It will look when set
on the dome. Washlngtonlans might take
up the subject with our own immortal
Miss Liberty.

For year. Miss Liberty, perched 3S0

feet In air. has been the most virtuous
person in the world. If altitude and Isola
tion count for virtue The New York
officials found that civic virtue 4M feet
in the air dldn t look half as virtuous
as when It was hoisted to the SSO mark.
There may be an Intermediate stopping
place, but It is doubtful.

Hence the argument and the niwrl.
mentation.

But that has nothing to do with us.
The question confronting Washington Is
this If civic virtue looks twice as vir-
tuous when SS0 feet in air as It does
at 400. are we going to leave the God-
dess of Liberty on her old peak or put
her on top the roorol,T!ent?

FIGHTING BOB" MEANT
SOMETHING WHEN HE

GAVE AN OBDEB TO MEN

There are many good stories of Ad
miral Evans Here is one of the best

A sailor named Murphy was named as
one of the six men to go on the

Menimac when she was scuttled
In the harbor of Santiago.

Murphy went aboard and wax nf
back. Capt Hobson explaining that all
recruits necessary had been chosen from
the battle ship New York, "When he
reached the Iowa, of which Admira- l-

How a Y. M. C.

First Met
Myron Jermaln Jones, educational sec.

retary of the Y M. C A . Is a man
who honestly and ardently believes in

place for everything and ever) thing
In Its place, and, therefore, when Myron
Jermaln Jones smashes up against the
unexpected, he either Jumps through a
window or ducks down into the cyclone
cellar, nence

Myron was working in his office th
other day when a small, delicate per-

son, w earing a pair of rather baggy grav
trousers, a frock coat, and a high hat
drifted In. and In a high high voice asked
for him. First Myron started to apolo-
gize. Then, with quickness and decision.
he tried to find out who and what was
calling on him. The visitor had long
gray locks, that hung below the temples,
and wore a red bandanna tied under the
chin.

"Name, pleaseT" asked Myron.
Dr. Walker." replied the. visitor.

"Oh. doctor.' said Myron effusively,
'this is a pleasure. I presume you're

THEY FINALLY GET BACK TO NEW YORK, BUT THAT BRINGS

orchestra leader, wouldn't play ragtime
during his act lie calls himself Marl
tello the Great but his right name is
Tim Cooney."

The bystander digested this, and lilt
friend continued'

"See that other chap There's a sad
story connected with him. He aster b
a great romantic actor, but he got too
fat and now he don't do nothln' but
follow shows and help out They take
care of him out pf kindness, 'causa he
was a great actor onct He's always
hoptn' L can play his old parts again.
but everybody knows he's never going

j t, b9 on y stiw a actornot ir h
lives to be iOOO years old.' It's a shame!"

Slowly the bystander nodded, gulag In
admiration at his d acquaint-
ance.

"You must know a lot about the stage,"
he said enviously.

The carpenter nodded.
And then the two strangers happened

to catch each other's eyas.
"Well, for the love of Mike." yelled the

husky young brute. "If It isn't little Jlm-m- le

Lackaye. I never thought I'd see
you out at this hour of the morning.
Running that souse comedy, Zxcuse Me,'
sUllT'

The mountainous and malancdoty
nodded.

"I never though a virtuous young girl
like Julian Eltlnge would be drifting out
alone at this hour," he commented.
"How's tlie widowT"

They shook hands enthusiastically",
Lackaye, the comedian, who. as "Jlmmle
Wellington," had caused most of the
hilarity at the Eelasoo. and Eltlnge. the
leading' female Impersonator of the time.
For a moment the bystander gasped.
Then he looked quickly for the
carpenter, but that individual had. quiet-
ly sneaked,

"Funny," mumbled the bystander as
he started Into the night "funny how
you can't trust a, blamed thing to ap-
pearances."

then captain Evans was commander, he
explained the situation.

"Don't you want to goT' asked Evans.
"Shure I do""
"Then." said Fighting Bob. "go back

and tell them that I want a man from
the Iowa on the Merrimac: and add that
the reception I gave you waa so much
like a shrinking paradise compared with
anything that can happen on the Merri-
mac that you decided tocorae back with
them on general principles."

And Murphy went

Lon Hascall Yes ; you know a lot of
things, but joa can't think of them.
From the Bchman show at the Gayety.

A CHUBCHMAN SHOULD
BE ABOVE BEFBOACH,

EVEN TO HIS "BUTTONS"

A business man of this city has an
automobile coat ornamented with huge
blue buttons not unlike poker chips.
When he Is not attending to business,
or other things, this particular man
takes up the collection in a downtown
church.
Last Sunday he. was making his rounds

with the basket when a friend who sat
in the last row of pews elaborately
dropped In one of those blue buttons.
The vestryman leaned over and whis-
pered fiercely in his ear:

"iank It out."
"Not on your life." replied the friend

softly: "you cashed it for S in that little
game last night I'm giving the church.
that button Instead of the five."

Fanny Watson Yes; I am light on
my feet but if I keep this up-- will
light on my neck. From the Behman
show at the Gayety.

A. Secretary
Dr. Mary Walker

here for the scientists' convention. Kind
of you to call on me."

The doctor bowed and smiled.r wanted to give you a few tickets to
my lecture," the doctor explained,

"And now," said Myron enthusiastical-
ly. "I want you to look over our build-
ing with me Splendid building,, you
know. We've only recently Installed the
swimming pool and there are a dozen or
so young men In there now. Fine exer-
cise, healthful, and clean. You know
we'le done away with the Idea of bath-
ing suits and" ,

As Myron babbled on about the swim-
ming pool the physician's face turned a
bright feverish red.

'"I say. young man." broke In the doc-
tor, abruptly, "you don't know me. dojour

"Why, of course." replied Myron. "I
know jou welt You are Dr Walker
prominent In religious "work great "

iiy nrst name." said the doctor. Ig
noring the Interruption. "Is MaVy."

Dr. Mary Walker." gasped Myron.
Then he sought the cyclone cellar.

NO JOY TO 'JHEM.
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